SUNDAY MORNINGS

Till in some small, half-furnished room you rest

Whose dying fires denotes it had a guest.

In those you pass'd where former splendour

reigned,

You saw the carpets torn, the paper stain'd ;
Squares of discordant glass in windows fix'd,
And paper oil'd in many a space betwixt;
A soiTd and broken sconce, a mirror crack'd,
With table  underpropp'd,   and  chairs  new-

back'd ;

A marble side-slab with ten thousand stains,
And all an ancient tavern's poor remains.
With much entreaty, they your food prepare,
And acid wine afford, with meagre fare.

It is as well to be reminded that acid wine is no
invention of our own times; and Mat Prior
attests to addled eggs and rank bacon in the days
of Queen Anne. But, just before the motor-car
arrived, a general decay, accompanied by mental
hopelessness, was visible in all that middle kind of
ancient inn between the village ale-house, which
seldom expected travellers, and the prosperous
hostelries of busy market towns.

They are more active now than they have ever
been before, and many that had faded and lapsed
into half-ruin have recovered their ancient
brightness and comfort. They have even become
self-conscious about that antiquity which inspired
the writers of the early nineteenth century to so
many pages of vivid and affectionate prose. The
awareness and pride is well enough when it leads
to the careful preservation of an ancient fabric and
traditional ways, not to mention the best old
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